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CHAPTER 1L
#Her Extraordinary Wedding Night—She Gains Her

Freedom.
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(Continued from Last Sunday)
BAVE glready told you of the marriage ceremony

into which I entered with a man I could not consider.

o busbing for the purpose of securing my freedom
Crom my father and fulfilling my destiny.

1 was determined that I would be a wife in name only
to this man and he had accepetd my conditions. Now
began the work of holding him to his word. To have
Allowed him any of the rights of a husband would indeed
bhave seemefl unspeakable sacrilege to me, and I believe
it wonld have killed me with shame, for I was convineed
that I was destined heart and soul for a different ex-
istence.

1 found that against my girlish innocence and ideals

Wwere arraigned man’s brute strength, man-made laws and
all the conventipns of society. I had indeed succeeded
in fighting off all unwelcome evidences of affection on
the part of my new husband on our Eedding journey. 1
bad ingenjously managed that he should not have. me

‘'we were going to live in it such a shor ttime.

conspicuous as Maurice Maeterfinck, the Beigian poet, nowelist,

playwright and mystic philosopher. And wherever the ‘‘Beigien
- Shakespeare’’ is kmown the poet’s distinguished wife, Madame Georgetie
Leblanc Maeterlinck, has long been known and admired.

The literary and dramatic world knows that Georgette Leblans,
artiste, singer, actress, suthoress and beauty, was Macterlinck’s inspire. -
- tion, Not until the beautiful Georgette came inte his 1ife did the
of Maeterlinck rise to its full richness, .

When the poet conceived the idea for his famous ‘‘Blue Bird’’ it
was Georgette who labored with him to werk out the lines of the play,
and it was Georgetie who made its production pessible and took s leading
- role in interpreting his dramatic masterpiece for the public.

His Wife) Writes the Surprising Story and
Most Extraordinary Romance of All Hist

Ixm.mmnumy-udmambnmnu—n

s side to share the triumphs, while Georgette Leblano, wh
tributed s0 much to his fame, was loft behind.

The astonishing romance of Maeterlinek and Georgette
porkaps, without s paraliel in real Mfe, and fow novelists or
soenasio writers have had the courage to fmagine & human r
50 umique. ' .

As » young girl in » small French oity Georgette read
and worshipped with fluttering heart the poems of the far.aw
‘post and dedicated her life to her unseen here, Her single-m
pose was to fit herself for intelloctual companionship with this
some day offer to him anything, everything that was hers—
of mind or spirit or beauty or body to feed the consuming fia}

Madame _ terlinck’s genius. In return she asked nothing,

Georgette But Georgette Leblano was not Maetertinck’s wife. She was never The story of this extraordinary romance is for the firs)
e married to Masteriinck. ‘flu.pnhlnhﬁ&"domhon from week to week on this page by Georgette Leblanc/hersel!

to the world of art, literature and culture—but it was a title assumed bargained with a devoted lover for s loveless marriage so
she for the convenience of the poet. advance Jerself on the path toward Maeterlinck, and resolut ,
had Maeterlingk himself presented her to his friends s “‘Madame Mas-  off the new husband’s advanoss and pressrved her maidenly s
escaped m"nmnwmbmhmu,w the man she was saving herself for. ,
from as his wife, but nevgr married her, , ‘ &nd how this young bride became a wife in name only to
bae Whenhlm::;'!ormumhhduh“ t:cumi:n‘nlh:nmm.rhdforhuonm—mmuums
not Georgette , his inspiring companion and helpmate, but a child, e in all but the legal ceremony poet Maeterlinck.
first  utterly lacking the rare qualities which ] And when, after of unselfish devotion to Maeter-
. . q Georgette possessed in such full

husband, measure. And when recently the grest poet came to Americs to receive linck, asking no never suggesting marriage, she found
is & his interest cooling, she brought in a young girl and offered her
n her the honors and homage of the wprld of art, the drama, the opera, liters- htndhhgdmmdmmmﬁﬂmdphﬂmoph-
great ture and fashionable society, the child-wife, ‘‘Silver Tassel,’’ stood by  ically down and out of Maeterlinck’s life. .
role ) ;
of glone with him in a railway He sat dewn on the divan at the foot of the bed and ““In the country everybody is asleep at this hour,

Massenet’s compartment during our invited me, with an alluring smile, to take a place at think. What time is it1"’

“Sapho.” ride to Paris. But far more  his side. ’ He did not look at his wateh. He kept on looking

difficult trials of my eour-
age and powers of resist-
ance awaited me. The wed-
ding night and other nights
had to be faced. When we
arrived at the railway sta-
tion it happened that two
friends of my husband were
going to the same quarter
as ourselves, and that only
one cab was available,
“You must leave your
R friends at their home,”” I
said to him with a sudden
fnspiration.
He looked annoyed, but
there was nothing else to
do. He left his friends at

later' I found myself at the
doorway of my vew resi-
dence with my master. Our
fat was on the second ﬂocl)lr.
After opening the door he
struck & match, and I*en-
tered after him, with flut-
tering heart and trembling
knees.

No servants were in

waiting to. receive us.
He told me that the

a child,
would ar-
rive from
_ the coun.
try. She was going to look after me for a time. I had
never seen this apartment. I had stipulated that it was
to remain wifurnished, except for our two rooms, bio:anl:e

the
first place, I took a look at the hallway. My husband
lighted the gas. Then I walked after him up the passage
until I came to s door.

‘‘Here is your room,” he said. stopping before a daor,
which he opened for me. I thought he showed some
excitement as he did so.

What was the meaning of all this élegance that met
my eye, these foolish preparations, this display of lace
and pink satin? - My husband must have given cqnsider-
able ettention to these matters and epent an unnecessary
amount of money on them. They produced a very dis-
agrecable effeet om me. The decorations, the bedstead
and furniture were, indeed, in. very bad taste, loaded

down with pink and blue satin snd plush, and festooned .

with ribbons and draperies. Everything was arranged
as if for a eonventional bridal,
What was the meaning of all this care?
Why spend so much money for the few days that I
expedted to stay here? .
“ te instinctively and rather thoughtlessly 1 isked
im : /
‘“Where is your room?™
‘At tae other end of the ecorridor,’’ he answered.
I gathered all my courage together. After all, there
did pot seem to be mmch to frightened about. But I
felt it better to pretend indifference, and | held back the

words that were burning my tongue,

their house, and a moment .

“Why do you not take off your hat and your coat!”
he asked, in & tone that seemed to me a little authorita-
tive. ‘‘They must be uncomfortable.”

‘““No, no; they are all right. I feél better like this,
thank you,’’ I answered, rather nervously.

I felt it more difficult than ever to retain my self-
possession. What was the meaning of this fear which
weighed upon me?! I had known this man for three
months, and there was nothing very terrible about him.
I looked at my face im the glass. It was pale as death.

I sat down near him. Before I could move away he
took my hands. I was afraid he was going to make love
to me again, and I began to talk hurriedly about my plans
in order to head him off. ‘

‘“* After to-morrow morning I shall go again and visit

the singing professor—you know the man I meéan—the -

one I went to see with Madame Chardou.”

Why did his hand burn me sef Actually it was' hurt-
ing me. Thardly dared to take my own away from him,
and so I went on talking.

““You know, I found out a little later that she went to
see him by order of my father, to ask him to discourage
rae from becoming a singer. The professor, it seems, has
a young daughter, and my father appealed to his senti-
ments of paternal love, his principles, his honor, and I
know not what else to discourage me. I found out all
about it through a servant who overheard a conversation
between Madame Chardou and her husband. 1 am
curious, extremely ecurious, to know what the professor
will say to me now that I am FREE.”

The Hasband Disregards His Pledges .

I emphasized my last word very strongly. The woirds
¢ame out of my memth as if they were driven by a ma-
chine. A bhorrible fear was suffocating me. Mon Dieu!
Mon Dieu! If ] could met control myself better I should
soon be crying out: “‘Help! Help!”

But why should I behave like this? There was noth-
ing to be afraid of. Saying this to myself, I regained my
composure a little and went on talking about the profes-
sor and his lessons. I spoke of everything that I wished
to study, to know and to admire in wonderful Paris. I

spoke of my programme of work and my system of dis-
cipline by which J expected to learn a great deal in a few

months. 1 dared ot raise my eyes to his face. Instead, ® the throat.

I looked about me om every nide, pretending to be a per-
son very much at ease who takes an interest in her sur-

‘““That ‘little lamp hanging from the ceiling is charm-
ing,” I said.

Thank Heaven! For a moment.] felt my face relieved
from his look! Hastily I stole » glance at him. [ dis-
covered that he, too, was looking pale. _

“‘How hot it is in here,”’ I said. ‘‘Do you not think
so! Suappose we open the windows!” *

Before he eould answer I ran to the long windows,
with a nervous movement, and threw them open. e
belated merrymakers went by occasionally, laughing and
talking. They made me feel Jess alone with this man
and therefore a little more comfortable. T seated mynelf
on the stone windowsill.

“It is amusing to be so0 near the sidewalk, isn’t it1"’
I asked. ‘‘There are still people on the boulevard.”

I Jeant further out of the window, as if I were looking
at some one. As & matter of fact, there was nobody there
at the moment. Why did I say that? It was because I
had to say something. Silenee frightémed me like some
immense monster. 1 went on with my childish talk:

/

S

Then he answered nervously :
““I do not know—2 o’cloek, perhaps—about 2 o’clo
—that is, I think so.”

How his voice trembled! The fresh night air blew
upon me, and I gave a little shiver.

““You will eatch cold,’’ he said, solicitously.
want you to be ill.”’

He placed a coat over my shoulders, and as he did
his hand touched my neck. At that moment I could n}
help uttering a little ery. Then I leant on the railing
the baleony, and, regretting my apparent rudeness, I e
deavored to make amends for it.

““I do not know what is the matter with me this eve
ing,”” I said. “‘I am very nervous.”

““Of course, you are tired after all the excitement
the day,” he answered. ‘‘Yousought to go to bed."

A Strange Wedding Night

As he apc')ke these words he seized my hand, press
it suddenly, bent over and covered it with kisses. It w
the most dreadful moment of my life up to that tim
Right under my eyes I could see the veins in his templ
swelling up. T could seé that the blood was rushing
his head. I noted his strong, thick neck protruding fro
his white collar. I observed his broad, powerful shoulde
bent down before me. How big and strong he was, a1
how small and weak I was compared to him!

me.

““T dor

Fear almost stopped my heart. Suddenly and i,

stinctively I made up my mind to act. I had only
woman'’s eraft and ruse to save me, and I would mal
use of them. Still pretending to be wery calm, I stood 1
and said: .

““You are right; I shall take cold. Will you plea
elose the window for me and draw the curtains?’’

With slow steps I went toward the door while he w’
busy with the window. In a mechanical way I put dow
my hat and my coat on the bed and with my free hand
nervously seized' the handle of the door. At the nol
made by the lock he turned suddenly, OQur eyes me¢
His tall figure stood out against the dark velvet of tl
curtains. His hands were clenched and his face pal
But his eyes! Ah! his eyes—I had never seen anythir
like fhem before! They held me riveted in the doorwa
They prevented me from breathing. They seized me 1
With a hoarse; raucons voice he stammere
out words without connection,

For the first time he spoke familiarly to me and begs
to wse wild language, in which endearments and abul }
were mingled.

“‘Stay where you are, my adorable little one,’’ |
cried. ‘‘Ah! do not try to run away from me, you litt
fool. You do not know what you are doing. We ce

be so happy together. Try to escape from me, you litt

vixen, and I will'do terrible things to you. You are min
I ean de¢ what I please with yon. I can catch yon am
where, I will”’—— :

He said many dreadful things to me which I will n¢
repeat. I knmew little about men then, and I almo
thought that he was mad. He did not move toward n
at first, for he saw that at the first movement on his pa
I should fly,

The whole width of the bedroom was between us. |
that space there was the bed, a table and some <hair
I wished to speak, to protest indignantly at his conduc
but“l could not. I wanted to look behind me and &
whether I could retreat, but I felt that T was holding hi
by my look, just as a puny trainer is supposed to hol

the ferocious tiger ready to leap upon him. We remaine -

-



